Past the End 


Much of it now 
runs this way, 
having flubbed 


all prior we’re 
into whatever 


this is, thumbs 
down on the prosaic, 


distilling it 
like cheap booze so 


depressed spirits 
wrench out. 
What's new is 


this endrun 
to passion 
played out 


on a frozen field 
& that's life 
& how'd it go? 


